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Auda Kobron was a lean, tough man with his black
hair twisted into two plaits which fell about his neck
like snakes. His dark brown face was narrow and
pock-marked. He had a thin moustache and a little
beard at the tip of his chin. He was tall for a bedouin,
and his eyes were keen and nervous.

In the morning I found him loading the camels for
our journey into the desert.

" This is Ashwa, your camel/' he said. " You will
ride Ashwa."

I liked Ashwa immediately because she had not got
that unbearably supercilious look which most camels
have. She was large and shapely, with a light tawny
coat and fluffy golden ears which I used to stroke
when I knew her better. She lay with her legs folded
under her, groaning, pleasurably I thought, while
Auda tied her girth; and she chewed her cud with
loose, flabby cheeks from which trickled a stream of
saliva.

The guard turned out in full strength to witness our
departure with cries of " Allah bless you/' I shouted
" Hup " to Ashwa, who with a rocking and groaning
jolted to her feet, and we set off to the north at a brisk
trot which almost dislodged me from the wooden saddle.
Then Auda showed me how to twist my legs about the
front pole of the saddle, to ride with my left leg crooked
over the other, resting on the left flank of my camel,
and to change sides when that position became un-
bearably painful,

It was a crisp winter morning, and the air was fresh
under a clear blue sky. By noon the strong sun bathed
all the desert in warmth. My thighs were sore, and my
back ached, for this was my first journey on a camel.
Auda stopped in a wadi dappled with blue-green camel-